CHAPTER 82 


July 5, 2011 


“Come on, it’ll be fun!” 
“Absolutly not!” 


Justin and Chie were standing around in the arcade, where Justin had successfully 
navigated to the DDR cabinet. He had just found out about this place from Yosuke, 
so he was a little eager to see what this place was like. And holy crap was it grand. 
They had all the best kinds of games: House of the Dead, Metal Slug, that old X-Men 
arcade game, Marvel vs. Capcom; hell, they had Pac-Man, for Christ’s sake! This 
was by all accounts what every arcade should be like; and it was in a fucking mall of 
all places. Oh, boy, Justin was in love the second he walked through that door, that 
was for sure. 


But selection of games aside, there Justin and Chie were, standing next to the DDR 
machine, arguing back and forth on whether or not they should be playing it. Justin 
was obviously for it; Chie was very vocally against it for some reason. Probably 
because she didn’t want to look like an idiot. Justin couldn’t understand why not; 
wasn’t that half the fun of DDR? Besides, Justin was going to make himself look like 
an idiot too, so it’s not like people were going to be laughing at her or anything. If 
anyone was going to laugh at anyone, it was going to be Justin. He couldn’t dance 
to save his life. 


“Why not?” Justin questioned, sounding like a stubborn child at a toy store when his 
parents said ‘No.’ Chie just shook her head and crossed her arms. 


“Justin, my rib DOES still hurt you know.” Chie explained, pinching at her forehead 
Slightly. Justin only chuckled a bit at that. 


“We'll pick an easy song then. And you can always tap out if it starts to hurt.” Justin 
continued to try and persuade her. Of course, he had realized by this point that Chie 
was not going to be convinced by words and logic; not matter what he said. But 
that’s okay; he had a plan. 


“For the last time Justin, | said n-“ Chie was visibly irritated at this point; though a 
bit more when she was cut off mid-sentence by Justin dropping a token in her side 
of the machine. Despite all her objections, he still put the cash in. Say what you will 
about Justin, but he always knew how to force you to do something you didn’t want 
to. Chie’s jaw just hung loose for a moment, starring at the slot the Justin had put a 
coin in, and then back at Justin, a wide smirk on his face. “...You ass.” 


“Well the money’s in the machine now.” Justin smirked widely grabbing Chie by the 
wrist and dragging her up by the wrist onto the dance pad. Her face was a bit red at 
this point, despite the glare on her face. She wasn’t going to let Justin waste his 
money, but that didn’t mean she wanted to do this at all. She was going to have to 
kill Justin at some point. “C’mon. You'll have fun, | promise. And if you don’t, I'll buy 
you a steak.” 


“You realize I’m purposely going to go out of my way to not have fun now, right?” 
Chie joked slightly, her eyebrows curving up. She was still embarrassed to be up 
there right now, but if she was going to do this, she was going to at least look like 
she wasn’t doing this begrudgingly. Even if she sort of was. Justin chuckled a bit 
before plopping the tokens in for his side of the machine and turning his attention 
towards the screen. 


“Let’s see... Something easy... | don’t recognize a single one of these songs.” Justin 
remarked sarcastically to himself. He realized that pretty much everything on these 
machines was japenese pop; but that was sort of a problem. Japanese pop was 
hectic as all fuck; they’d fall off their feet in a matter of seconds picking any of that. 
And besides, these machines always had at least ONE song he recognized. He’d find 
it if it killed him. “Techno, techno, techno, pop, bubble gum pop crap, techno, techn- 
HERE WE GO!” Justin shouted a bit as he finally eyed something he recognized. And 
thank the lord it was a fairly slow song; they’d no doubt be able to play it no 
problem. 


Rio - Duran Duran 


“Never heard of it.” Chie remarked, looking at the name of the song on the screen. 
Justin just chuckled a bit as he pressed the okay button. 


“Believe me. You have.” Chie just shrugged a bit before moving to the center of her 
dance pad. Justin fiddled around with the difficulty options; setting his own difficulty 
to the max (not that he could play that well, he just wanted to look stupid) and 
Chie’s to normal. He probably should have dropped that down a bit more. All the 
same, Justin finished messing around with the screen before jumping back to his 
dance pad, and turning towards Chie, a wide grin on his face. “You ready?” 


“Not really, no.” Chie admitted. She wasn’t good at these types of games when she 
DIDN’T have an injured rib. Justin just smiled though. He was going to have fun, and 
hopefully so would she. 


The two stared at the screen for only a brief moment more before the music kicked 
in, a few arrows spawning from the bottom of the screen; only about three at a time 
at first. Nothing difficult, even for Justin, who was on the highest difficulty. Chie all 
the same was still a bit embarrassed to be throwing her legs around like this in time 
to the notes on the screen. Which was a bit odd when you considered the fact that 


she wasn’t the least bit embarrassed about kicking people in public, or training in 
public. 


The two continued to hit the first few notes at a time; somewhat surprised at how 
easy it was. And then the bass kicked in; and all shit went loose damn near 
immediately. Chie still only had those three notes, mind you; but Justin had a good 
six or so notes at a time, some of which he had to hit two arrows at the same time, 
some where he had to keep his foot planted on one of the steps. He was very 
clearly having trouble keeping up. Chie was somewhat grateful to be on easy right 
now; but alas, even her little safety net couldn’t last for long. Three notes 
eventually turned to four; then five. She was a lot less skilled than Justin at this, plus 
she still needed to keep her rib in mind. It wasn’t long before their legs were getting 
tangled up. 


“| thought you said this was going to be easy!” Chie shouted as she struggled to 
keep up with the notes on screen. Talking only made her struggle keeping up more. 


“| thought it was!” Justin shouted back. The notes weren’t even close to accurate on 
his end anymore; there were just steps every which way and that. And if the point 
was to make it look like he could dance; they were failing hard. Even if Justin’s legs 
weren't getting caught up in each other, he doubted this would look like a 
competent dance. 


Moving on the floor now babe you're a bird of paradise. 

Cherry ice cream smile - | suppose it's very nice 

With a step to your left and a flick to the right 

You catch that mirror way out west 

You know you're something special and you look like you're the best... 


Justin continued to pound away at the steps in front of him, while Chie grabbed at 
her side slightly. This really was not doing wonders for her rio. She should have just 
tapped out; but she didn’t want to look like she wasn’t TRYING at the very least. 
Besides; Justin was making an ass out of himself expecting the same out of her. She 
really shouldn’t have been returning the favor, but she was. Oh and let me tell you 
something; there was no reason to map the keyboard to Justin’s note chart. He 
couldn’t move his legs that fast. At all. 


Her name is Rio and she dances on the sand. 
Just like that river twisting through a dusty land. 
And when she shines she really shows you all she can 


Oh Rio, Rio dance across the Rio Grande... 


And that was where the game ended. Oh no, | don’t mean the song was finished or 
they had managed to play the whole chart. | mean both Justin and Chie had 
managed to trip over their legs at almost the exact same time, falling over towards 
each other, and onto the ground. Justin went down first, followed by Chie landing on 
him. And knocking the air out of him too, if he might add. Holy shit; either she was 
pure muscle or she weighed a fucking ton. Justin groaned a bit as Chie tried to 
force herself up off of Justin’s back. Justin would have been laughing hysterically at 
this if it didn’t hurt so much. Justin had Chie lying down on top of him; and Chie 
managed to hit her rib cage on the way down. It wasn’t going to kill her or break it 
again or anything like that, but it still hurt like a bitch. 


“I'll tell you something, | know what you’re thinking.” Justin groaned as Chie gave 
up trying to push her body mass off of Justin for a moment. It was pretty goddamn 
embarrassing to be in this position, but to be honest, she didn’t care. She was too 
exhausted right now to move. 


“And that would be?” Chie sighed slightly. 


“No more DDR. Just ski-ball.” Justin groaned. Chie just sort of nodded a bit, her chin 
poking into Justin’s rib in the process. 


“Jesus Justin; stop shooting everything.” 


The two had spent the last few hours playing various games around the arcade. The 
still hadn’t touched ski-ball, strangely enough, but that’s mostly because they were 
too busy trying to beat one of those light-gun games they had. It wasn’t one of the 
big name ones, mind you, but it had two guns, and that’s really all they needed. The 
problem was that Justin had gotten so good at aiming and shooting a real gun that 
playing these fictional shooters were hardly a challenge. He was shooting 
everything before Chie even got a chance to aim. And that was with one gun. You 
should have seen what happened when Chie had to go to the bathroom and he 
started using both guns while she was gone. 


“Last time | let you take the lead, you shot all the hostages.” Justin remarked 
sarcastically, blasting away another sprite of some masked vaguely-evil terrorists. 
Chie’s score was not going up by much; that was for sure. The only time she 
managed to get a shot in was when Justin was reloading; which he very rarely did 
because he always managed to get the machine-gun power up. 


“| said it was an accident. Jeeze!” Justin laughed a bit at how worked up Chie was 
getting over this. Like this was a life or death situation. That people were 
legitimately at risk here, though she didn’t seem quite that torn up about shooting 
damn near every hostage on screen. Just embarrassed. Basically, Chie should never 
ever join SWAT. Ever. 


“And this is why | handle the guns.” Justin remarked snidely, firing off one more 
digital shot before holstering the gun again. They had reached the end of the level, 
and were watching the points fly to the appropriate players. Mostly Justin. Chie 
sighed in slight defeat as she holstered her gun as well. There were still a few levels 
left in the game, but she didn’t really want to play anymore. She was a sore loser; 
she’d gladly admit it. 


“Mark that off as one more game | suck at.” Chie grumbled to herself. Justin smirked 
only slightly at that. He didn’t like that whole self-pity thing Chie was pulling here; 
but he kinda DID beat her at something. That was just his ego talking apparently. 
Justin shrugged slightly as the two marched off towards another part of the arcade. 
“So how’s not paying attention in music working for you?” Chie joked, trying to 
make some small talk. Justin shrugged a bit. 


“It’s not as glamorous as you think.” Justin remarked. He was hoping to learn more; 
but he should have known better when he pretty much spent half his life dedicated 
to hating new music and liking all the old stuff. Chie of course took that as meaning 
something entirely different. 


“You get to sleep all day instead of being told your taste in music sucks. How is that 
not glamorous?” Chie questioned, placing her hands on her hips, the two stopping 
in the middle of an aisle of arcade cabinets. Justin raised his eyebrow slightly, a 
little caught off guard that Chie was interrogating him over sleeping in class. 


“Because it’s boring as fuck. At least you guys get to keep busy.” Justin countered. 
Sure, he did get to listen when the teacher played his old CD’s, which was a-okay 
with Justin since he like that kind of music; but it was still boring as fuck being told 
about how The Beatles were inducted in the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame. Actually, 
just hearing about the Rock and Roll Hall of Fame was a joke. What, Rush and 
Electric Light Orchestra aren’t worthy, but some fucking rapper is? The whole place 
was just one big joke. Chie shrugged slightly. She supposed that was true; writing 
shit in her notebook DID keep her occupied. Even if it was all stuff she didn’t care 
about. “Any idea what the project’s supposed to be about?” 


“Didn't he say something about instruments?” Chie questioned. She had no idea 
what the project was; but given that they haven’t gotten any details, and the class 
only lasted a few weeks, it couldn’t be anything really complex, could it? It’s just 
strange to say you need to know how to play an instrument for this project. Not 
everyone could pick up a guitar and be a musical prodigy. Though she supposed 
that’s what the cowbells for. 


“Music videos. Calling it right now.” Justin smirked slightly. Chie’s eyebrows shot up 
Slightly. Was that going to be it? It... kinda made sense really. They would be 
playing their instruments most likely, right? So what other place would they do that 
than a music video or a live performance of some sort? She just hoped it wasn’t. 
She didn’t want people to know she played Bass. It’s not a very respectable 


instrument, even though it really should be. | mean, come on. The bass is an 
ESSENTIAL part of the band. People just act like no one gives a damn about the bass 
player. Mostly because a lot of people don’t. 


“| hope not...” Chie sighed a bit as they continued onwards. The two continued 
walking forward, spotting a Big Game Hunter machine. Now that was something 
Chie could get behind. That wasn’t a competition after all. But alas, when she 
dipped her hand into her pocket, she was all out of tokens. “Ah crap...” Justin 
immediately shoved his hand into his pocket to try and find some tokens himself. 
He found one; nowhere near enough needed to play a game of Big Game Hunter. 
He just starred at the token with slight disappointment in his eyes. 


“Well... guess that’s that.” He sighed. He’d just go buy more tokens, but he really 
didn’t have the money. He had set aside a slight fund on Maya’s behalf. After he 
read that her jacket was pretty much covered in smoke and ash, he had started to 
save up a bit to get her something new. He didn’t want Maya to think he was trying 
to pity her or anything; but she was still jobless, and still wore that same pair of 
clothes every day. If she couldn’t afford to get some clothes; Justin would make the 
effort on her behalf. He sighed a bit. Just thinking about Maya now put him in a sour 
mood. He felt really bad about everything she went through. In a way, it was all his 
fault. If he didn’t exist... Well... Maybe Maya would have never run from home. 
Maybe she would have stayed, lived a better life than she had. “Hey Chie...” 


“Yeah?” Chie questioned as Justin placed the token back in his pocket. She already 
understood that their arcade session was pretty much over. Still, that wasn’t really 
what bothered her. What bothered her was the disheartened expression on Justin’s 
face. 


“Thanks for everything you’re doing for Maya... | Know it’s tough, but...” Justin tried 
to apologize to the best of his ability. He didn’t like Chie doing what she was doing. 
He should be the one seeping through those files not him. Chie smiled slightly, 
extending her arms to hold Justin’s hand between hers. 


“Stop thanking me so much. We’ll get to the bottom of this, | promise.” Chie smiled 
warmly at Justin. There was really nothing to smile about; Maya went through some 
horrible, horrible things. And with each passage, it seemed to just get worse. She 
felt her heart grow heavy with every word she read from those files; yet she 
pressed on. Maya needed her to after all. Where before she had nothing but disdain 
for Maya, Chie found a new respect for Maya after everything she read. Still, despite 
all the horrible things Chie read; she found some comfort in knowing that Justin 
trusted her to help him on this. She was the ONLY one she trusted on it infact. It 
said wonders about their relationship where Justin could share his and Maya’s 
suffering with Chie, let her know everything that he and Maya was going through. It 
was like... There were no boundries. No walls they needed to really overcome. They 
trusted each other completely. 


“| know. | just hate having to make you do this, you know? | should be the one going 
through those files, not you.” Justin choked up under his breath. He trusted that 
Chie would get to the bottom of this; that wasn’t what concerned him. What 
concerned him were Chie’s feelings; everything she was emotionally forcing herself 
to go through by reading those entries. Justin wished he was less of a pussy and 
would just man up and read the other entries himself. To take the burden off of 
Chie’s shoulders. But alas, no matter how many times he tried to say to her ‘stop,’ 
all he could squeak out were apologies and thanks. 


“C’mon now. We're doing this together. Stop apologizing so much.” Chie remarked, 
a Slightly troubled look in her eyes. She knew Justin didn’t like forcing this on her; 
she really did. But she was doing this for him because she COULD handle it, 
because she WANTED to help him. This wasn’t him forcing her to do anything. This 
was her doing what any good friend would do; this was her sharing in his troubles 
and concerns. She just wanted Justin to know that he wasn’t doing this alone. “You 
know Justin, | said something to you a long time ago...” 


“Huh?” 


“You don't have to do everything on your own...” Chie smiled a bit at Justin. Justin 
gasped silently under his breath. She had said that to him... It was the day he had 
gotten a concussion in the television. She had to drag him to the hospital, since he 
refused to go on his own accord. He didn’t know what that meant back then... He 
still didn’t really... But she was right. He didn’t have to do everything on his own. He 
had the investigation team, and Yu, and especially Chie. He wasn’t in this alone; he 
never was. So then why did he constantly insist on doing everything alone? 


Maybe he was just afraid. Of what? Who knows? Maybe he was afraid that if he 
didn’t do everything, solve his own problems... People would disappear. When he 
dropped this burden on Chie’s shoulders... He hadn’t feared for her feelings. He had 
feared that she would want out; that she wouldn’t want to be tangled up in that 
mess. And with that, she would leave... Justin never had friends. Maya was the first. 
And when trouble found its way to them... She left... He didn’t want to lose anyone 
else. He didn’t want to lose Chie. 


She was all he had. 


Justin sighed slightly as he turned his attention up to Chie, a light smile on his lips, 
though his eyes were slightly wet from holding back tears. “You're right... You’re 
absolutely right...” Justin chuckled slightly, laughing at his own ignorance. How 
could he be so blind to the truth. These were his friends; they would stand by him 
till the end if they needed to. ‘Cause if they didn’t... Well, maybe they weren’t really 
his friends. But after all they’ve gone through so far; after all they’ve done trying to 
solve the murder... They were in this to the end. They were the best of friends. Even 
Yosuke. “Thanks, Chie.” 


“Thanks? F-For what?” Chie blushed slightly. She wasn’t sure what she had said to 
warrant thanks. She just hoped this wasn’t still about her looking through the files. 


“A lot of things really. Being there for one.” Justin blushed slightly, though where as 
usually he had tried to shoot his glare elsewhere when he had been so flustered, he 
found himself staring straight into Chie’s eyes this time around. Chie was in all 
honesty caught a bit off guard; her cheeks turning pink, flustered by the sudden 
show of affection. 


“W-Well of course I’m there for you Justin... |...” Chie opened her mouth, trying to 
vocalize her thoughts; though everytime she tried to force the words she wanted to 
out of her mouth, she just couldn’t do it. She wanted to. Every fiber of her being 
wanted to. But she couldn't. It’s like the words were sticking to her throat every 
time she went to say them. It was alright though. Justin understood what she 
wanted to say as he pulled her towards him, hugging her tightly. “Wha- H-Hey...!” 
She stuttered with embarrassment. They were in public right now; people could be 
watching. Justin didn’t care though. 


The whole world could watch for all he gave a damn. 


